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WILLIAM STACK
Editor

THE SHRINE ·OF ST. ADRIAN

Set aside the cares of the present-forget your creditors, your thinning hair
and relentlessly increasing waistline, 0
veteran! and come with me in memory
to a land beyond the seas. It is June
in Normandy-roses leaning over garden walls nod their carmine heads at
peasants and soldiers passing along the
Route D'Elbeuf leading to Rauen.
Camouflaged British hospital ships lie
at anchor in the shadow of the Grand
Pont, while a jaunty tug with red and
yellow funnel puffs disdainfully past
slow-moving barges. East of the river,
the weather-stained spires of the city
stretch their lofty pinnacles toward the
noonday sun. Perhaps at some future
time we'11 stop for beer on the crowded
terrace of the Cafe Victor and lunch on creamed sole and a bottle of Chablis in the cool dining
room of the Brasserie Omnia. We'll mingle with the khaki and sky-blue uniforms swarming
along the rue de Gros Horloge and buy a drink for the scantily clad girls in the Maison de
l'Etoile Blanche-but this afternoon the Shrine of St. Adrian awaits us beyond the hills-a temple
of peace and solitude, untouched by the backwash of war and the sound of Toby Dunville's
piano. From its station above the Seine it offers a haven of rest to war-weary pilgrims-an
escape from stretcher bearing, Sergeant Jablonsky's supervision and Puckett's endless chatter.
So let's be on our way.
We take a tram at Sotteville in the environs of Rauen and under the guidance of a woman con•
ductor, the car rattles merrily past truck gardens and trim apple orchards, until it stops with a
final jolt at the end of the line where we cross the Seine in a rowboat. Following a winding
path from the landing we arrive at the Shrine which we enter through a thatched wooden vestibule leading to an altar recessed in a wall of rock. Unmarried girls have come here from time
immemorial to pray for husbands, and as we enter, we see a group of peasant maids kneeling in
the soft glow of the tapers. As she departs, each girl hopefully sticks a pin in a large cushion
bristling with the pins of former supplicants.
We linger a while in the serene atmosphere of the sanctuary, and as we meditate before the dimly
lighted altar, the ceaseless chugging of ambulances with their ghastly loads of wounded seem like
some h;µily remembered nightmare.
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At last we take our departure and as it is still early, we start on foot
for Rouen over a different route on this side of the river. We saunter
along the white road that winds into the mauve depths of the great
forest, where the air is pungent with the scent of pine, and the sunlight, filtering through the canopy of leaves and branches, spreads
yellow, lacy patterns across the dark green carpet of moss and tiny
wildflowers. Now and then we come to an opening between the trees
and pause to gaze at the valley below, where the shimmering Seine winds
indolently past tiny villages and thatched-roofed farm houses-gray
blocks on alternate patches of green gardens and yellow wheat.
A friendly estaminet greets us as we emerge from the forest. We sit
in a garden gay with roses and sip vermouth-cassis from tall glasses
while Madame prepares a fluffy mushroom omelet. A sloe-eyed maid
dressed in peasant black, jokes with us in French and broken English as
she sets the table and later tells of happier days in Amiens, where she
had worked in a shop in the rue des Trois Cailloux.
We take to the white road again. Long violet shadows are
creeping across the valley and as we approach Rouen, the last
rays of the setting sun are gilding the gray cathedral spires and
the white monument to Joan of Arc above the Seine at Bon
Secours. A pleasant afternoon is drawing to a close. In a
little while we shall be back in camp; the tent lamps will shine
through the dusk, and the silver tones of Phil Conrath's bugle
rising above the wail of ward gramophones, will summon the
night duty men to roll call. And, anon, a cloud of sour notes
in one verse and two choruses will float like mustard gas from the
open windows of the sergeants• mess and drift languidly toward
the startled moon-the nocturnal offering of Piano-Sergeant
Toby Dunville.
RURAL REVELRY
Fourteen nature-loving members of Rouen Post motored to the farm of Sergeant Guilbault near
Festus, Mo., for a stag party Sunday, May 15. After a hurried inspection of Guilbault's iris beds,
rabbit warrens and pig pens, the esthetic veterans transferred their interests to a picnic table near
the kitchen where they spent most of the afternoon devoting themselves to the consumption of
iced beer and barbecued ribs. Commander Art Melville used three rolls of motion picture films
to record the antics of his comrades for posterity, and George Delany, moved by the prevailing
spirit, furnished the surprise feature of the outing by a sudden decision to pay his Legion dues.
Tom Sheedy, the ravenous chaplain, carried off honors as the leading gourmand of the day.
George Jordan gave Sheedy stiff competition in the earlier stages of the contest but the Chaplain's
timing, judgment of distance and utter disregard for table etiquette proved too much for his more
fastidious opponent. The following men attended: Arthur Melville, Bill Engel, George Jordan,
James Sallee, Bill Stack, Alonzo Kelly, Tom Sheedy, Louis McMahon, George Delany, Louis
Garner, W11liard McQuoid, Forney Dixon, Joe Welsh and Charles Koch.

THE ROUEN POST
ANNIVERSARY PARTY
Members of Rouen Post, No. 242, American Legion and Base
Hospital Unit 21 observed the twenty-first anniversary of their
departure from St. Louis with a dinner at the Asia Restaurant
on May 17. The celebration was featured by a Chinese dinner,
Scottish bagpipers from the Caledonian Society, baffling tricks
by a sleight-of-hand artist, and a talk on China by a Chinese
student from Washington University. Chairman Marvin
Hamilton called for brief talks from the following: Dolly Belle
Schmidt Procter, Lena Fabick, Dr. "Pete" Eyerman, James B.
Townsend, Charles Koch and Clinton Tobias. Judge Horace
Neely, the golden-voiced pharmacist of Marion, Illinois, .sang
the Unit's theme song, "O Horsie Keep Your Tail Up" accompanied by bagpiper "Wullie" Reid and Pipe Major Jimmie Dick.
They responded to the demand for an encore with the ballad
·1he Bum and the Farmer's Son."
Clinton {Dracula) Tobias rose shakily to his feet and feebly denied that he had participated in the
destruction of the clink on the Champs du Course as reported in the May issue of the Rouen Post.
Tobias' proclamation of innocence resulted in a barrage of cross-questioning that forced the
former sergeant to fall back on the last subterfuge of guilty men from time immemorial-"!
don't remember."
Everett Mullins and silvery-haired Joe Welsh were present for the first time in several years. Out
of town visitors were Dolly Belle Procter, Sullivan, Mo.; James Townsend, Lincoln, Neb.; and
Horace Neely, Marion, Ill. Decorations in the dining room were furnished by Jim Sallee.
Estelle Claiborne and Rachel Watkins displayed a surprising capacity for rice wine, but Jeannette
Parish declined to sample the fiery Chinese liquor. "After all, this is not the Hotel Kingsway,"
explained the daring aerialist. "These floors are bare and if I skidded after a few shots of that
oriental paint remover I couldn't blame my fall on a loose rug."

A group of Chinese children stood in the kitchen doorway and gazed with awe and admiration
as Walter James performed his feats of legerdemain.

•••
Rouen Post's stag party to view the iris on Sergeant Guilbault's farm piqued several of the members' wives who felt that they should have been included in the outing. "If you ask me," said
one little woman, "I think they had a lot of nerve to leave their wives at home all day Sunday
while they indulged in what undoubtedly amounted to a rural orgie. Can you picture that crowd
of barroom botanists traveling forty miles to gape at beds of iris? A field of hops would be more
in their line."

•••

Moving pictures taken by Art Melville at the Guilbault outing and also on other occasions during
the past two years will be shown at the June meeting of Rouen Post.

•••
NEXT MEETING-TUESDAY, JUNE 14, 1938
-HOTEL KINGSWAY

THE ROUEN POST
BULLETIN BOARD

Dear Bill:
I have been informed that William (Burbank} Engel has been making derogatory remarks con'
cerning my knowledge of horticulture since the April meeting when I challenged his ' statement
that iris blossomed during a period of only one week. You will recall that Engel made this ridicu,
lous assertion as we were planning an outing in response to Sergeant Guilbault,s invitation to
Rouen Post members to visit his Festus farm while the iris were in bloom,
Bill's statement was undoubtedly based on his unsuccessful attempts to cultivate this lovely flower
on Gannon avenue in the sun,baked rock pile which he calls a garden. According to Ed Winer,
a frequent visitor in Engel's home, the angle worms in Bill's miniature quarry are underweight
from lack of nourishment, and a colony of disillusioned black ants recently abandoned the alleged
garden and established headquarters in a vacant lot across the street.
I am sorry Engel has taken unkindly to my stubborn insistance on facts. If he is really sincere in
his quest for horticultural knowledge I cordially invite him to visit my home in Kingston Park
where he will see how iris bloom when intelligently placed in rich soil.
Toby Dunville.
"Dunville's yard in Luxemburg is probably a wilderness of sunflowers," said Engel when informed
of the Piano Sergeant's letter. "I doubt if he knows an iris from a Peruvian lily and I do not intend to be drawn into a controversy with him on a subject that is obviously beyond his understanding.
,, My time is too valuable to argue with a man who employs a booming voice in lieu of
reason.
HEADQUARTERS FIFTH ARMY CORPS
AMERICAN EXPEDITIONARY FORCES
FRANCE
7th February, 1919.
From:
To:

Commanding General, Fifth Army Corps, American E. F.
Commanding Officer, Mobile Hospital No. 4.

Subject:

Care of Wounded.

1. The Corps Commander desires to communicate to you and to the officers, soldiers and nurses
of your command his profound appreciation of the services rendered by your hospital in the
care of the wounded of the Fifth Army Corps during the Meuse-Argonne operations.
Throughout this period, the personnel of your command were conspicuous by their skill and their
self,sacrificing devotion to duty. Through their ministrations, our wounded received every care
and comfort, and to a maximum degree you affected a saving of life and a restoration to health
of those whose sacrifices brought us the victory.
2. Especially do I desire to commend the noble women nurses who, without thought of them,
selves, labored unceasingly to alleviate suffering and to give that comfort which none but they could
have brought to our wounded.
3. I beg that you will communicate my sentiments to each individual of the personnel, to whom
the Fifth Army Corps is under lasting and profound obligations.
C. F. Summerall, Major General.

